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of such a life! I was about to begin, in peace, a work of melancholy, and here ?s a bombshell fallen into my study! But it is not a despatch I have to write, and I can't say, like Charles XII., "What has a bombshell to do with L'Enfant Maudit? " Adieu, for to-dav.
Tuesday, 30.
I got to bed late, but I managed my affair and shall have the money, less a few ducats, to-day.
In my tramps I went to see a somnambulist; she told me you were on the road to Ischl, thus contradicting the other, who said you had seen Madame LucehesKPalli. But I know how this happened. It would take too long to explain it to you. I have, unfortunately, too little time to myself to study these effects according to my new ideas, and to classify my observations. The difficulty of get-ing subjects, the necessities imposed on a magnetizer, all interfere with what I would like to do. Here, as in the case of writing a play, one must have time and quiet; now time and quiet are for me the two causes of fortune, and fortune is that which stops me in all things. Recapitulation made: I must have a year of toil and much luck in that toil to be entirely free and liberated.
Well, adieu; I have before me one whole month of tranquillity, for I have nothing to pay before July 31.
Mon Dieu ! how I wish I had two good somnambulists ! I should know every morning how you are, what you are doing; and this small satisfaction joined to my constant to paradise, uPhilippe le Discret" may "be an I went to Lecointe, the j< Oh! preserve me, very pure and very bright, thsrow without accidents; and that
